Prince of Darkness 


Author: ThelronAmerican 
Bands: Mayhem 


Characters: Count Grishnakh (Varg Vikernes), Dead (Per Yngve Ohlin), Euronymous (Øystein Aarseth), 
Hellhammer (Jan Axel Blomberg), Maniac (Sven Erik Kristiansen), Necrobutcher (Jørn Stubberud) 


Relationships: A/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Jul 30 2014 21:0717 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter [2: One Step Closer to the Edge 


Author's Notes: 
Title from One Step Closer by Linkin Park 


Jan: 

When | woke up early the next morning, everyone else was asleep and the sun was not yet up. So | went out 
for a smoke and a little time to think. | leaned in a dark corner, and watched as a light on one of the balconies 
across the parking lot flickered on and off. The sun slowly appeared, the sky changing from black to navy. On 
my third cigarette, | was surprised to see Jarn emerge from the room, shutting the door quietly as though 
he didn't want to be heard. 

"Going somewhere?" | asked. He jumped, and then seeing it was only me, relaxed. 

"Damn, Jan, you scared the crap out of me" he sighed. "| was just going out for a drive". 

"Well, wherever you're going, I'll come with you", | said, "Anything's better than sitting out here bored out of 
my mind’. 

It turned out, our destination was a convenience store, not liquor or records store as | had assumed. When | 


questioned our destination, he admitted that he was going to buy breakfast, as soon as he picked up a couple 


other things. 

First, Jarn went to the aisle for first aid supplies. He picked up hydrogen peroxide, gauze, and a box of 
bandages. Then superglue from the stationary aisle, and finally, he stood for a while, scanning the shelves of 
the beverage aisle. 

"What are you looking for?" | asked curiously. 

"Cranberry juice for Pelle’, he replied. 

"So all that stuffs for Pelle?" 

"Yeah" 

"What's the superglue for?" 

"If he cuts open his arm like that again" he turned to face me. "You know, when | was younger, | took a first 
aid class. You were right when you said that you should apply pressure to heavily bleeding wounds. But it's 
actually ten minutes that it has to be bleeding for it to need stitches. And if Pelle doesn't want to go to the 
hospital, | won't make him, but if he starts bleeding like that again, this is the best substitute for stitches". 

In this moment, his eyes said everything that his words didn't. How disgusted and surprised he was by Pelle's 
actions, but also how worried he was for the youngest member of the band. Then the look in his eyes was 
gone and he turned back to the shelf of drinks. 

"He probably likes the unsweetened stuff, right?" 

*%* 

Pelle: 

When | awoke, | heard the sound of low voices murmuring. | picked myself off the floor and made my way to 
the bathroom, tripping over blankets and hissing habitually at the rays of sunshine that dared make their way 
through the bathroom blinds. 

Looking in the mirror, | saw what a mess | was. My corpse paint was smeared from sleeping with it on and | 
had bloodstains all over a good half of my shirt. Bystein's shirt stuck to my arm with dried blood, and | decide 
to deal with the blood later. Instead | carefully wiped of the last of the corpse paint off and cleaned my face 
with soap and water. | ran a brush through my disheveled hair and wandered back into the main room. 

Jarn looked up when | entered the room. 

"Ah, look, the price of darkness himself", he grinned. 

"No, the prince of darkness would be Øystein, not this one, he's more like.. the Count of Darkness!" Jan and 
Jørn laughed at Jan's joke while | looked around for something to drink. 

"Here, catch", called Jarn. | ducked to avoid a flying bottle of red juice, then picked it up off the floor. The label 
read ‘Cranberry juice’. My favorite drink, how did he know? | wondered 

RK 

Jørn: 

Both Øystein and Pelle enjoyed themselves too much last night, if you asked me. The whole morning had been 
spent hearing their amazement at last nights show and plans for a future gig that Øystein had apparently been 
offered while my back was turned, 

Not for the first time, | wondered what was going on in their heads. Whatever was happening there, perhaps 
was what was leading to the toxic outcome of their plans. As long as | had known him, Øystein had maintained a 
fascination with the bizarre. It was part of who he was. Dystein the eccentric, the leader, the visionary, the 
dreamer. His view of the past, present, and future was inevitably clouded by his imagination. 

And Pelle, who | had come to realize, was a different kind of dreamer. The world in his eyes was blurry, 


clouded by the shadows of things that go bump in the night. Night terrors and Death. 


Most of reality was untrustworthy, but select points were beacons of truth, and Dystein was one of those. 
Pelle didn't put his trust in anyone easily, but when he did, he handed them the key to his heart and soul. It 
was all or nothing for him. 

And each depended on the other, whether they realized it or not. Pelle, who believed in nothing, believed in 
Øystein, who in turn believed in the impossible. And stein tried to deny his attatchment to Pelle, dismissing 
him as just a minion in his grand scheme. He refused to even consider the idea of a friend. 

Mark my words, one day one of them was going to do somthin drastic and both would regret it. 

RA 

Pelle: 

To say my first show went well was an understatement. It was miraculous. It was a new level of consciousness. 
At every concert | had ever been to, | had felt the human energy surrounding me as the performer onstage 
demanded their attention. The focus, the absence of being, of every member of the crowd. 

But last night, | had been the conductor. | was the orchestrator, the puppet master. The vague memories of 
yesterday left me hungry for more. | wanted that power, control. It was the best feeling in the world. | hadn't 
felt like that in a while. | hadn't been in control like that since... 


Jan: 

| was pretty sure that Jarn was going to loose his mind, or his temper. After the beautiful fiasco that had 
been last nights show, Pelle was talking about how he wanted to do it all over again. 

"It was like a dream", He smiled just remembering. "| haven't felt something like that since | was small". 

Of course, we all knew what he was referring to. Pelle's favourite story to tell was the one of his near-death 
experience. A ruptured spleen lead to internal bleeding, and he was rushed to the hospital, and for a time was 
clinically dead. 

He was fixated on those moments when he was so near to death. 

And as Pelle recounted the story again, | could see Jarn's hands clutch tight on the steering wheel, his knuckles 
turning white. Pelle, sitting on the other side of the front seat, had his back leaned against the half-open 
window. His shoes were likely somewhere on the floor of the cab, as he had his socked feet on the seat beside 
him. The velocity of the vehicle whipped his long hair out the window, and he was smiling, a rare sight. 

XE% 

Jørn: 

"-And that time, | saw the light, and | felt so free, so in control, just like last night. | just want to feel it again". 
Pelle grinned beatifically. 

With that smile and his long golden hair, he could have been a saint. Though if anything, he was more likely to 
become a martyr. Albeit, one wearing a ratty black t-shirt and ripped-up jeans instead of the traditional 
flowing white robes. 

"So your freedom and control consists of blood loss and potentially suicidal acts", | inquired, hoping to point out 
the flaw in his logic. With every word he said, | was worrying more and more for his safety. 

Pelle had already demonstrated a remarkable disregard for his personal safety on various occasions. And who 
was to tell what he would do next? 

"Well, Everything demands sacrifice", Pelle shrugged. "You know what they say. If you want peace, prepare for 
war". 


There was a certain twisted logic to that statement. 


